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I had saved her from death, and she took  my
hand,
And swore by the faith of her fatherland, That she loved me more than she loved her life, And would follow me aye as devoted wife.
And, dolt that I was, I gave belief
To a woman's languorous sigh, And broke my oath to my glorious chief
For a wench's specious lie, Which is ever a woman's favourite tool, And no fool so blind as a doting fool.
At length we reached the eastern gate Of Ispahan with her ramparts great. That eve we could hear the mwaain call As we pitched our camp by the city wall.
The Shah his charger reigned aside, To watch the columns long and wide
Pass on beneath his eye, The bridles jingled and the bugles blew, But the men's black brows were sullen to view
As slowly they rode by. Against his wont the gloomy King Then turned to scan the endless string
Of camels, carts, and wains Which carried the treasure, gems and gold, The toll we levied as rievers bold
From India's distant plains* And among them I marked my wagons go,